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to his authority on Jussi's behalf, but joined in
the jokes cut at his expense. So that was what
the world was like after all: in the last resort
you found yourself alone, Jussi gradually forgot
his sentimental evening dreams of his mother
and of former days on Pig Hill and at Nikkila.
Already winter was on the wane; the sleigh-
tracks had a watery gleam and the felled pines
spread a scent of spring. On his departure
from Tuorila the earth had been bare; the winter
that had then loomed so largely before him,
too long for his thoughts even to attempt to range
to what lay beyond it, was now retreating.
What particular part of the time that lay behind
him had been the endless-seeming winter en-
visaged by him?

On the ice, booms were already being linked
together to enclose the rafts of logs. The weeks
lost their settled atmosphere of hard continuous
labour; the floating season was drawing near,
Tuorila would soon be left standing here with
its master and mistress and the money they had
received. Of the magnificent trees only the
stumps and tops, branches and bark-shavings
were left in the forest, always in the same order,
so that they formed on the surface of the earth
a lightly sketched picture of the fate that had
befallen the vanished trees. After days of in-
creasing light the hour came at last when in the